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entrance of the harbor, sending the spray to its
very summit, and as we ran to the anchorage off
the little port the whole population poured down to
see the arrival, wondering what sent the tiny craft
out in such weather. The old pilot said that it had
been the worst gale of forty years, which I could
well believe. The weather having abated, we ran
over to Crete, where I found the island kboring
with reforms, a constitution, and a Christian gov-
ernor, in the person of my old friend Photiades
Pasha. We were invited to dine at the Konak,
and of the company was Edhem Pasha, a charming,
intelligent, and thoroughly civilized Turk, by far
the most liberal and progressive of his race I had
met, with the single exception of A'ali Pasha. We
played at "Admiration'5 that evening, a game which
puts a series of questions as to the qualities one
admires. In reply to the question " What kind of
courage do you admire? " the pasha, turning to me,
replied, " I admire the courage of that gentleman in
going to sea in so small a boat in such weather,"
and he admitted laughingly that his courage was
not at that level.

I found in the place of my old friend Dickson,
consul for England and colleague of the Cretan
days, since dead, Humphrey Sandwith, a noble and
faithful representative of the dignity and human-
ity of his nation, and for many years subsequently
my intimate friend, who has disappeared while I
write from the lessening list of living friends, but
who will ever keep his place in my regards as ary Greek brigin walk, politicsd, nod-
